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THE   c COFFEE MILL '
Djibuti, French Somaliland.
Already I have used almost every method of travel, and have rejected none that was offered to me. This evening I leave by the Abyssinian Railway, the e Hippopotamus/ or 6 Coffee-Mill/ as it is known, for Diredaua, which is the half-way station for Addis Abeba.
I suppose no railway line in the whole world has been the cause of so much talk during the last few years as this one, begun in 1897 and successfully finished thirty-three years later. It remained until 1936 in the joint ownership of the Negus and the French Government, who helped to build it. Travel was only undertaken during daylight, and in consequence three days were required for the 5OO-mile journey from Djibuti to Addis Abeba, parts of which arc up a stiff gradient. It must have been a happy-go-lucky and at the same time a not-altogether happy undertaking, since all manner of interruptions and breakdowns were a regular occurrence.
Traffic and traffic receipts of the Ethiopian railway were at their highest just after the war ended in 1936, at a period when Italy also had an interest in the company. At that time there was an average of thirty-six trains a day. But by autumn, 1937, work on the road from Addis Abeba to Massaua had so far advanced that Djibuti and its railway, if not quite dispensable, at least were not so necessary. Nearly all goods are now transported in Italian lorries on Italian-built roads. The railway is now practically only used for the conveyance of passengers, who find the restaurant-cars and sleepers a great convenience.
To-day the journey to Diredaua (170 miles) occupies twelve hours. The fast extra train, made necessary by the large number of passengers arriving by the steamer, left Djibuti at five o'clock this afternoon, doing the journey to Addis Abeba in twenty-six hours, stopping only once, at Diredaua, at two-thirty in the morning. I had no wish to